THE YOUNG MELBOURNE
That every moment new misfortune rears;
That, somewhere, every hour's an hour of tears,
The work of wretchedness is never done,
And misery's sigh extends with every sun.
Well is it if, when dawning manhood smiled
We did not quite forget the simple child;
If, when we lost that name, we did not part
From some more glowing virtue of the heart;
From kind benevolence, from faithful truth,
The generous candour of believing youth,
From that soft spirit which men weakness call,
That lists to every tale, and trusts them all.
To the warm fire of these how poor and dead
Are all the cold endowments of the head.
Such moods seldom got the upper hand in him. And
no one who met him seems to have noticed them.
But they had their effect; his uneasiness persisted, was
confirmed.
Indeedhehad cause to be uneasy. Education, though
it had muffled their clash, had done nothing to recon-
cile the opposing tendencies in his nature. One half of
him still went out to the ideal, the romantic; the other
told him that, in actual fact, self-interest and material
satisfactions were the controlling motive forces in the
world. As he grew older the struggle was further
complicated by the fact that his personal and his ideal
74